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[OXE PENNY. 




GRACE AND DISGRACE AT CL ACTON. 

" Although at one period inseparable friends, Dr. W. G. Grace is now, I understand, roaming England over in search of my unfortunate Dad. When the two 
ijreat men 'do' meet, I am afraid the shock wilt be one from which Papa will not easily recover. Taking advantage of the National Testimonial organised for the 
benefit of the great cricketer, Poor Pa, it seems, has been passing himself off on Clactonites as the one and only Dr. Grace. His disguise, though, turned out 
to be an utter failure, the whole collection only amounting to three cockle shells and a frog. His departure from Clacton was both hasty and undignified."— Tootsie. 



GENERAL ELECTION HINTS. 




(ll It is absurd to waste words upon a political (21 Anil how wise it ;is la promise yrmvTi.ite and interest 

opponent when a full-flavoured and wcll-aiuiul eug t.i wtioiiw-vfirdpsirrtli t lirnimo. You make noouemies, 
speak. 1 ! eo effectively for itself. besides proving the truth of the pie-crust proverb. 



(3) The patriot wbowouldai:oeptabribe is 
he name of Ki irishman. But if you are poor, ami 
nj trifle thould be left on your doorstep— well 



HANDSOME TOM COX. 

ONE of Captain Johnson's heroes is Thomas Cox, -who 
was hanged at Tyburn one sunny June day in 1691, in tho 
twenty-sixth year of his age. 

Handsome Tom Cox was the youngest son of a gentleman 
of Blandford, in Dorset, and his father left him "a comfort- 
able patrimony, which he soon consumed in riotous living." 
He then came up to London, fell in with a gang of high- 
waymen, and took to the road, in order to support himself 
in his dissolute course of life. He was three times tried for 
his life, but contrived to keep his neck out of the noose. 
After his third escape, we are told, "a young lady fell in 
love with him, he being a very handsome man, and she 
went so far as to communicate her passion, and almost 
make him a direct offer of herself and £1500." Cox married 
her, spent all her money, broke the young lady's heart by 
liis ill-usage, and took again to his old courses. He had yet 
to be tried a fourth time, with fatal resuli s. 

Among the many recorded highway robberies committed 
bv this ruffian a few may be brieriy noted. One day he met 
with Jvilligrew, Charles ll.'s Jester, and ordered him to 
deliver. "Are you in earnest, friend i" asked the buffoon. 
" Yes. by Heaven I am ; for though you can live by joking, 
1 can't.' 

Taken in custody in Somersetshire, he was locked up in 
Ilchestcr Gaol. Ho broke out of his ward into the keeper's 
apartment, who, as good luck would have it, had been 



ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 



drunk over nieht, and was now in a. profound sleep. It was a 
moonlight night, and Cox saw a silver tankard mid the keys upon 
the table. He look both. let. himself out into the street, leaving ail 
doors open behind him, got into a stable-yard next door, stole a 
horse, saddle and bridle,' and made off. The tankard he sold £or 
ten pounds. ' 

"On one occasion he formed a project of robbing a nobleman, 
well attended, who was travelling the kingdom. Tom associated 
himself with this nobleman on the road, and talked to him, as they 
passed along, of the adventures he had met with. They had not 
ridden many miles together before two of Tom's accomplices came 
Up and bade them to stand, hut immediately tied upon Tom's 
pulling out a pistol, and making a seeming bluster, and the noble- 
man attributed his delivery to the bravery of his companion." 

The nobleman, after this, became very intimate with Cox. They 
put up at the same hotel, dined together, and resolved next day, 
unattended by servants, to lake a ride in the country round the 
town in which they were staying. About noon, they came to a con- 
venient place[ when Cox suddenly threw off the_ mask and 
commanded his companion to deliver his money. " It's a devilish 
lonely country here," said the nobleman ; " but I can fear no danger 
in your company— you whose courage I have so lately experienced." 
"In the name of Satin," responded Cos, 11 1 hope you don't think I 
have kept your company all this time for the pleasure of it." upon 
which he pulled out a pistol, "swearing aud cursing like a 
madman." 

"Killed with astonishment and confusion." we are told, "our 
nobleman delivered a diamond ring, a gold watch, and near a 
hundred guineas in money, staring in Tom's face with much gravity. 
To prevent a sudden pursuit, Tom then dismounted his companion, 
bound him hand and foot, and killed his horse, according to the 
custom of experienced highwaymen, taking his leave with a sneer, 
and 'Good-bye, fellow traveller, till I meet you again.'" 

When Cox was taken prisoner for the last time and flung into 
Newgate, "he lived till the sessions in an extravagant manner, 
being very full of money." Brought at last to the fatal "Tree.' 
when Mr. Smith, the ordinary, asked him, a few moments before 
he was turned off, whether he would join with his fellow sufferers 
in prayer, " Damn you, no I " said he, and kicked both ordinary 
and executioner out of the cart. 

[Xctst Keek, "Albert Smith and Jerry Abershaw.") 



Bak Gakdnino. 
Wee are still onn tlie rooft, an it is ranin proppcr. 
A rooft is a beestli plais wen itt ranes. 
Wee shall ketch our deth. 

(Xex. week, The denoomony. Order early off pwtr noosvender, as 
a rum iss imminncut.) 



TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

*„* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope lame enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 



Most delighted, Arthur Hilmf.r ; Many thanks for cheerful 
note. Cannot tell yon, B. S. STACEY ; It is ages since he wrote. 
Just (t fen', n-e fancy, Bernard. Kot at present, A. C. Reisce. 
Setter 'see a lawyer, Chiddick. If you take it on a lease. Sorry 
that we cannot, WORKMAN ; It's a matter for the Court. And 
you'll hare, to find exactly. How the other stvfi was bought. 
Haven't got* the space, SUBSCRIBER: Mam/ t ha Ufa, thovih'. oil 
the same. Yes, of course it would. A pDNTKR ; Hut the Skunk was 
running lame. Jf..eh obliged for relic, Chaklawd: It shall take 
the plow- you wish. Do not trust them, CAUTIOUS ReadeB, They 
are always shaky fish. 

"ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY." 

The largest Circulation of any Illustrated Payer in the M'orld, 



lor warded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechnanaland 
excepted, pott free; 
3 Months, Is. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6ct. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.'s payable to Gilbert Dalziei,, 
"The SlgpbrIES," 1(0 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C, 

Skew Cards mill be tent post free to Newsagents on application, 

3? _A_ IS. 

On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers', at SO centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue de la Basque. 



NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 



£150 



Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Bmhray Servants on duty excepted ), who shall hajn/en. to meet 
with his or her death in a Bailiray Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the- current issue of " ALLY Sloper's Half- 
HoltdAy" be ftmnaupon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
"Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday" is published- throughout the 
United- Kingdom every Wednesday morning at o'clock, and the. 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 




FASHION FANCIES.-By Miss Slopsr. 
No. 586. — The "Eastbourne Bathing" Costume. 




"Gracious I wtiat'B this? 'W»ut«] : 
young woman who can cook anil 
tss chililren.' Wretches 1 Where's 



"John, there's burglars in 'the 
house ' ! " "I know it. Confound 
'em ! they've lweu keeping me awake 
the last hourl" 



JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 

At Dover, 

First Dainty Little. Darling. The only thing I don't like about 
bathing is that 1 get my hair so wet. 

Second Dainty Little Darling. Oh, 1 never have any bother 
with mine, love. 

Firit Dainty Little Darling. No, dear; but then, you sec, I 
can't leave mine in the machine. 

[And the?i—wel.l, what do you think? 

Some people say that there is nothing so beautiful in London as 
when the sun shines directly over the top of Nelson's column. 
Smith, who is not in the pole liue, says that it only reminds him 
of lighting a tallow candle with a fusee. 

Destroyed were oil his alms and ends, 

As fire consumes the stubble. 
" My heart is crushed," he told his friends, 

"And in drink I'll drown my trouble I " 
But the drink to a deadlier drowning game 

Soon led the idiot elf ; 
And up from the lake they dragged his frame, 

.For, in drink, he had drowned himself 1 

Ownrr of Semi-detached Villa (gleefully). I've just thought of a 
mairniticent way to pay out that stingv old boast next door. 

Wife. Have you, dear J I'm so glad; the horrid wretch has 
been making himself moro objectionable than ever. What's your 

Irian I 

Owner of Semi-detached Villa. Very simple, dear ; I'm going to 
aire the front of our house a fresh coat of paint, and his place will 
look filthy directly. 




AUTHORS— AUTHENTIC, 
No. GG.— Merriman. 



" Buy, guvnor, 'ow much did it ooft. to 
mini yer buko 1 " " About' as much as 
k coht to bulge them tootpica of jouru 
to their present dimensions." 



IBflttlHuv, J'dv 90. lft°5 

Bcachley. Flush, my dear boy? I wish I was ; why I'm harder 
up than ever. 

Friend. Well, you see. that diamond pin of yours 

Beachley. Is just what's been my ruin. Someone made me a 
present of the dashed thing, and I've been trying to live up to it. 

Was it altogether risht of dear old Ally to suppose that that 
noble business was called the Imperial Institute because some of 
the Baa? and Guinness is sold at the bars there in the reputed way, 
but all in full pints? 

Mater. You really ought to speak seriously to Arthur, my dear ; 
he's getting more off-handed and impolite every day. 

Pater. Pray don't think of checking him, my love; it's such a 
necessary qualification. 

Mater. Qualification? 

Pater. Yes, I'm going to got him into the Civil Service. 

Tragedian Timson as a fact 

Declares that it delights him (most 
Of any rSle he takes) to act 

Prince Hamlet's father's ghost, 
" No censuring insults then f hey roar, 

With deafening cheers they rend the air : 
They know I'm not, by many a score, 

The only deadhead there 1 " 

Crummies. What's the trouble at home, old man? 
Fammles. With the missus. 
Crummies. Oh 1 Internal? 
Fammles. No; external. 
Crummies. How? 

Fammles. Why, the missu3 wants a new drc3s, and I can't 
afford it. * * 

First Clubman. Rakely's was a veryfashionable marriage, wasn't 
if, old man ? 

Second Ditto, Oh, very. The bride was a woman with a past. 

" What would set you alright, Mr. Smith, would be a nice 
belladonna plaister." Now Mrs. Smith overheard this, and she 
translated it bella. fine and donna, the dona or common low garden 
young woman. "As if his own lawful wife wasn't good enough for 
him, said she, "it's a signal between that beastly chemist and 
him. Cream of tart-ar, too — there's another one for you." 

Manager, Treble your salary? Great Garrick ! Why it's all I 
can do t'o meet the exes now. 

Leading Lady. Keep your hair on, old chap ; my divorce case is 
coming on next week, and if that don't draw 'em I'll never wear 
lights again. * • 

Husband. There, there, I've promised you a new dress the 
moment 1 can afford it ; now be satisfied, and settle what style 
you'll have it made in. 

Wife. What's the use of that, I should like to know ? All tho 
present fashions will be as old as the hills by the time I get it. 

Wiggs. I can't understand a fellow like Mugley at all ; he says 
he could never feel jealous of his wife. 

Waggs. Oh, there's nothing to wonder at, old man ; you wait til 
you se'o Mrs. Mugley. * * 

THERE lived a maiden on a hill— 

A kind, though somewhat chill, woman ; 
Yet deathless rage her soul would fill 

If her you called "an (h)ill woman." 
There lived a lassie on & plain — 

A proud and vastly vam woman ; 
But her eternal hate you'd gain 

If her you called " a plain woman." 
Which samples show how Truth will vex (he sex, 
If thereunto no Flattery you annex ! 

Master. 1 understand that Mr. Slimson called yesterday, and yon 
told him that I was out, Remember, in future, that I am always 
at home to him. 

Interval. 
Mr. Slimson. Mr. Jones in? 
Servant. Yes, sir ; walk in. 
Mr. Slimson. Where is he? 

Servant. Well, sir, I rather think he's gone to the theatre, but he 
said as how he was always in to you, so maybe jou'll fiud him 
about the house somewhere. * * 

Smith. I don't consider that that young Italian Artist, Antonello, 
has any taste at all. 

Brown. The deuce you don't! Judging by the smell of garlic 
which hangs around him, I should say ho had a very strong 
taste. * s 

Charlie. Just met Harry. 

Jack. Oh, indeed ! Was ho going to the offico? 

Charlie. I shouldn't think so. lie was running. 

Slymer. I've iust sent a £.1 note to the Charing Cross Hospital. 
Truman. Really I Who have you been robbing, (hen? 

Lawson. You ought to swear off. 

Jawson. I've tried it, but it's no good. In fact, it onlv seems to 
make me more thirsty. . , 

Host. It ain't much nf a dinner, old man ; but of course th« 
missus didn't know you were coming, so you must make allowance, 
Guest. Don't mention it. dear boy, I often dine at home myself. 

SKiN-deep is Beauty, so I've heard — 

Skin-deep, and nothing more ; 
Yet I can scarce believe that word 

Of old proverbial lore. 
Skin-deep is Beauty ? If 'twere so, 

Skin-deep were Beauty's dart : 
Yet, scores of lovers wail with woe, 

" Her Beauty pierced my heart .'" 

Waggs. I sow old Slowman the other day; yon remember him, 
of course, don't you ? 

Wiggs. Oil. yes. What's he doing now ? 
Waggs. Keeping a nursery. 

Wiggs. Really, I didn't think he knew much about horticulture. 
Waggs. He doesn't ; it's only twins he's got in it at present, but 
he lives in hopes. * , 

The Man (who ix always discovering likenesses to well -hnnwn. 
peovle). I say, Timson, who does your guv'nor remind you of? 

Timson. As a rule he reminds me of ihe good young clerk who 
did not. oat, drink, smoko, play, nor sleep, and eventually became Lord 
Mayor of London. 

READ THE HEW SERIAL, 

^lUfl THE COLOURS-, 

OR. RED JACKETS AND BLUE. 

Appearing Wrrtlv in 

ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 



Saturday, July 20, 1895.] 

TOOTSIE AT EASTBOURNE. 




ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 

ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 

SLOPER'S PILLS 

PRICE 9f D PER BO X (50 PILLS). 

SLOPER'S PELLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 

and will bp found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint. Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic A flections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Brealh Postiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Simple.*, tVbility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want "f Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 



are no 



wded promenades ; there a 



going on ; there 
, .raud bills — no house 
group is spacious enough to enable a man to itiliict 
a large party on his friends ; but everything around one is, though 
humbly clean, fresh and delightful." 

Eastbourne (they used to call it East Bourne) has changed since 
then. The old town Hook knew is gradually disappearing, though 
some picturesque bits still remain. But who cares for antiquities .' 
The guide-book men hump out their descriptions with a few, but 
somehow you always forget to go and see them. It is different 
abroad. There, handbook in hand, you plod wearily througb 
picture galleries and museums and churches for the simple purpose 
of saying, when you get home again, that you have seen the stupid 

Well, Tottie Goodcnongh, Lnrdi Longsox, and yours truly did 
not come to Eastbourne with any such intention, and we have had, 
SO far. a good old time. 

We went the other day, all by our little selves, to have lunch 
at a restaurant in the Termi; — 
immensely. We 
ray, 



were, tiy the 
waited on by 
of 1 hemost mash- 
ing 'waiters I ever 
came across. We 
think he must 
have been u 
foreigi 



di 



He 



pen:-; 



wore 

expression, and 
hail white hands 
and "a ring that 
looked like a 
ruhv," and be 
of 



We 



gave hi 




A question of steering. 



shilling for his 
trouble and' 
caught sight of 
him in a cornet \ 
kissing it. 

Bob is, as usual, 
awfully mean in 
all he does. Ik- 
has hired a small 
yacht for the pur- 
pose, we suspect, 
of making us pre- 
tend to play at 
patching fish, and 
then live on it, and save a meal or two at the hotel. I. for one, 
did not wee Where the fun came in, and took on board J. Ashby- 
S terry's delightful " Tale of the Thames," which is the Summer 
Graphic. Number, you know, and something, dcars,youmustall read. 

Before we started there was a dreadful row between Billy and 
the Dook as to who should steer. As I feel certain that neither 
of them has the very faintest notion how to do it, it appears 
immaterial, if we are to be all drowned, who drowns us. 

But why could not we have stopped on shore where we were 
comparatively happy? 

There are ii good many very good hotels nt Eastbourne, but I 
don't think it would be any recommendation to mention our 
names. The sea-air has put, what 1 heard the head waiter call, 
such a "twist "on Billy and the Dook that the fear of anything 
like it agniii occurring this season would break the heart of the 
most enterprising caterer. 

The person who attends nt our table at the table d'h$te has 
occasionally tried to doiige an mtrie prist Billy's back; it won't 
do. There is no blinking the truth. Billy has to be filled. 

1 once heard a story of a man who went to a tavern in the City 
where they gave an astonishingly cheap dinner. He sat down and 
felt the edge of his knife. The landlord, who carved at the end of 
the table, filled and refilled his guest's plate, and refilled it again, 

but at the 
third filling a 
shadow, as it 
were, fell 
n p on that 
landlord's 
face. The next 
course came, 
and the guest 
went on as he 
had begun. 
Heevcn, when 
the bitter end 
■cached, 




" EVIL SYMPTOMS HAVE VANISHED." 



Denver House, Little James Street, 

Bedford Bow, London, W.C., 
June 24th, 1805. 
DEAR SIRS— Pills to hand. I feel in 
duty bound to inform you of the great good that 
has resulted to me from taking them. I have 
recently been condemned to a sedentary life, 
and soon found that my liver suffered, indiges- 
tion and headaches becoming chronic, when I 
was told by a friend, who had tried them, of 
Sloper's Pills. I followed your directions 
closely, and, although still debarred from open- 
air exercise, all the above evil symptoms 
have vanished. 

Yours very truly, 

FRED W. JESSETT. 



> convict he 
" What are they?" 
"Why, it's like tint 
clerk "in the city, g 



led this life; but 
ie onh- way she I 
milord. ! An' no- 



she's a married woman, and 'er 'usfcand's 
!s;)vs she felt so prosterated bv the 'eat of 
nk would restore 'er lost 'ealth— or 'buck 
>rds-like a fortnight at Brighton. So, oil 

At the end o' the fortnight she wrote to 
him— for the first time, and enclosed her 
i to remit the amount by return. Would 
ly didn't do so, but he never even answered 
he was justified in eonclndin' that he'd 
anyway she aid come to that conclusion, 
OUtd square the 'btel bill was by marryhf 
', 'er brute of a 'usband's 'ad 'er took up for 



"THE DEVIL WAS SICK- 



It was really an ideal day — an ideal day for the seaside, that is. 
In the clofie, bustling streets of the metropolis, where the hot white 
pavement gave 
back the tierce 
glare of the sun, 
it might perhaps 
have been con- 
sidered a trifle 
too sultry, but 
down iii this 
quiet, old-world 
little fishing vil- 
lage, with the 
cool, soft breath 
of the seato tem- 
per the heat, it 
was nothing less 
than delightful. 

Douglas Sear- 
ston thought so, 
at anyrate, as tie 
strolled leisurely 
along the quiet 
shore, and a 
prospect of a dip .. ■' 
in the cool blue *'""■ 
waters became 
momentarily 
in ore enticing. 
For Searston 
was experieuc- 
i n g that much 
recommended 
specific for 
h u m a n ills, a 
thorough Ho toolled luUurdv. 

change, and the 

peaceful beauty of this quaint, little Cornish hamlet was as balm to 
bis jaded mind. The gentle murmur of the shimmering wavelets 
as they chased one another along the shore was sweeter music than 
he had heard for many a day : the broad expanse of perfect blue, 
dotted here and there by the red brown sails of the smacks, a fairer 
sight than he had looked upon since he knew not when. 

lie found the nook he sought at last, and it was almost with 
eagerness that he threw oft' his clothes and ran to the water's 
edge. Rapidly he waded out breast high, and then threw himself 
forward into the cooling brine and struck out with long steady- 
strokes. 

It was glorious. Only the swimmer knows the delicious, sensa- 
tion of cleaving a way t hrough the pure buoyant water. Searston 
swam on in the full enjoyment of this feeling, swam on forgetful 
of all in the keen en- 




IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER'S PILLS 
SEND 9!? IN STAMPS TO 

THE PROPRIETORS, 

GTJRBEN «SC CO., 

69 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.G., 

AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 



OMNIBUS CONFIDENCES. 

IT was one of those omnibuses that run from Piccadilly Circus 
to Baker Street Station ; and, until it pulled up just outside the big 
dm per's in Bond Street— Bluetayles — to pick up a couple of elegamly 
ciparisoned ladies, a little wizcifrd old gentleman, wearing a hat 
that looked three sizes too large for him, had been the only inside 
H fare." 

And how those ladies chattered ! 

Lor, how they turned on the chin-music ! I 

The old gentleman in the large hat, when the conductor came in 
to punch the fares, paid his penny to Orchard Street and listened, 
willy-niilv. 

When name people talk you can't help listening ; not always 
because their confab, is so intellectual or highly interesting, but 
because it's so all-absorbing, and, like salvation and fresh air, free 
to everybody. 

As they flitted, like conversational human butterflies, from one 
blossoming or budding scandal to another, the little old gentleman 
closed his eyes, as Mr. Gladstone is said to do when he is deeply 
interested in a subject, and smiled and listened. 

There was a wonderful quantity of "'My dear. I heard her say it, 
with my own ears," interspersed with such assurances as, " Positively 
those very self-same words, dear." Oh, it. was vtost. exhilarating ! 

How long tiie wizened old gentleman with the over liberal head- 
piece might have slumbered, or seemed to have slumbered through 
it all the Sloperian narrator cannot say, for presently the burly 
conductor looked in and, shaking the old gentleman firmly but 
politely by the arm. growled : 

"Now then. Orchard Street. Wanted Orchard Street, didn't yer? " 

" 1 did, conductor, 1 did," said the old gentleman, nervously and 
a trifle disappointedly, "I did, at first, but here— take another 
penny — 1 mutt stop and hear whether Sirs. Bullington-Jones did 
follow her husband and confront him as he met the parlourmaid F.t 
t he Achilles stat ue in the Park, and whether Mrs. Pi lkington -Browne 
had not had her pocket picked at nil, but had used the missing 
money to square the silk mercers and prevent them reporting her 
extravagances to her husband— I must, even if 1 have to go the 
full journey ! " 

But he never heard another word save three : 

" Horrid old brute ! ! : " 

OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN. 

Tiie tall, handsome young woman had been brought from 
Brighton, on a warrant, and her distress, as she sat there and 
sobbed in the police station, touched even the hearts of the night 
constables who were about to go on duty. She looked so ingenuous, 
so innocent, that more than one of them felt constrained to put 
the question, " What's she done 1 " 

"It's a very sad case, poor girl," Baid a Serjeant, as he ran his 
thumb enquiringly round the end of his truncheon ere strapping 
it on for the night, " and I for one sincerely hope as she won't be 
brought in guilty." 

"But wliat'a the charge, Baxter?" asked a second sporter of the 
three stripes. 

"Bigamy, William, bigamy. But there's sukkennsiarnees about, 
the case that 1 think anv counsel would plead in mitigation of 
-that is, if a jury should be found sufficiently 'ard 'carted 




out. Stifling the grow- 
ing fear in his heart 
he swam away bravely, 
but after five minutes 
severe toil he saw 
that he had made 
if any progi 



spread - 



The follic3 of on idle youth. 



and legs, his breath 
came in short, quick 
gasps, exhaustion was 
rapidly overpowering him. He struck out again wildly, madly, 
even with the growing conviction in his heart that the struggle 
was hopeless. 

And it was : for, when a few minutes later he paused in his 
exertions, the di si mice between him and the shore was only slightly 
lessened. Strive how he may ho could not lessen it. His breathing 
became thick, he was suffocating, Suffocating and with no hope of 
human aid. Despair seized him ; strange visions danced before 
his eyes, a deathly numbness crept over his limbs, and a low, 
surging sound rang in his ears, and with it all came a wild, fierce 
longing to live — to live, yes, as ho had never done yet. Never 
before had he realised how unfit be was to die. As in a mental 
vision, he saw the long list of errors of a wasted life, the grave 
follies of an idle youth, the sins of a vicious manhood. Oh! to 
undo one tithe of the evil lie had wrought, to right even one of tho 
many wrongs he had done. Kitty, .!e^s, Dick, Tracey, and others 
were dead; but 
there was Dolly not 
utterly lost yet, and 
Jack — Jack, his own 
cousin, who starved 
whilst he (Searston) 
rioted in the Inheri- 
tance of which lie 
had defrauded him. 
Too late for repen- 
tance, too late to 
help them now, for 
already the relent- 
less waters are over 
him ; he is sinking, 
drowning, and lie 
throws up his arms 
with a long, despair- 
ing cry. Another 
moment, and — hit 
ferttonchtkebottow. 

lie learnt after- 
wards that it was 
always like that at 
low tide ; he might 
have swam half a 
mile and not got 
out of his depth. 

There was a 
letter 



h i m 



it tin 




when he got back ; 
a pitiful, earnest 
entreaty for a 
pound or two from Throws up h'-s anus, 

his cousin Jac k 

Searston read it through with a sneer, and laughed, 
the note carelessly across, thrust it into the caudle fin: 
cigar with it. 
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SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN 
CAMERA. 
No, 5.— Yarmouth. 

Hist Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whole portrait! have not get been inserted. 

TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 



CHECKING ILL-TIMED FACETIOUSNESS. 

'TJHo I find it Lot down there ? " " No ; only two in the shade." 



Is it proper for a girl to kiss her second 
sin ? Joe says no. I say yea. Our 
i-':i'.'i'![]i'ht is therefore off." — Extract 
Utter of Young Lady, 



PLAYING THE D AMONG THE PEERS. 

DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPE R SENOR RUBIO 
1 





No. 400.— Miss Olive Milton, 
"Pity, fair one, I entreat." — The book Snoot. 

" This heart shall know no peace without her." — Lord Bob. 
" Thrice happy man, on whom fair Olive amiles." 



tV) They met. Who met? Why A. ST.ori-:n ami Chir^win, tha White-Eyed 
Kurlir, stoopid. It wusn't in n crowd, but tit Brill's Swimming llnths at Brighton. 
" Friend of my youth ! " cried the Eminent, niter empti iws. about a Mii;.rtcrn, imperial 
measure, of the briny out of his smiling month, fur the White-Eyed had risen 
suddenly from the vasty deep and disturbed the water. " Well met 1 This is indued 
a pleasant surprise ! " "Guess you don't patronise t his show nmcli," snid the White- 
Eyed, "as I am here every day at 9 A.M. slurp.." A. Si. fir Kit hung his head, and a 
blush of burnini: shame tinted hi* snowy neck and peach-like cheek*, raising the 
temperature of the water around him several decrees. The fact is he would not 
have been there then had not a friendly ai temlant uiv.-n hi in a ludpanir foot while he 
stood hesitating on the brink ; so while he teas in he thought he might as well make 

the best of it, anil have a wash if only fur the novelty of the tiling. <2> Their dip 

finished, and being dressed, said the White-Eyed. "Give us a light, old party, and 
have a drop of Johnny Dewar's," A. Slopkk was iicuhiiiL' loth, for the sen-water that he 
had taken in lay cold on his chest. " Well," said A. SLOVKU, when the bottle was 
empty, " I must be off." " And where are von goin* to. my pretty bird ?" enquired 
the White-Eyed. "I'm srniiig a- interviewing, sir," A. si.ni'Kit said. "And may I 
come with you, my pretty bird V " " Yes, if yon have no objection to accompany me 



to Spain." "Spain ! " cried the White-Eyed, "Hue of the places of my birth ! Oh, 
sunny land I I will see thee once again, and will wander once more midst thy 
fragrant onion groves I Of course Hi .-nine, old party; but why go we to the laud 
of liquorice? ' "To interview Ken.it- ltnbio, the distinguishi'd violoncellist of the 
Queen o£ Spain, sonny — by-the-by, you might bring your instrument with you." 
"I shall 'be only ton delighted to observe a friendly rival under the tortures o*f the 
Interviewer in Chief, so let ns away without delay ! " So away they awayed to 
Spain, Senor Rnbio reeeived them kindly. His marvellous play in? had a powerful 
eifect on his hearers, the White-lived pronounem;; his doiibit-stripping simply 

marvellous. (3) Then the \Yhit..-Eyed followed with "The Last Itose of Summer" 

on one string, during the execution of which Eenor Hnbio was moved to tears— 
almost. A. Si.oi'Kit revetted he hud not inomdit any instrument with him, but 
observed that if Signer Itubio would kindly lend him his Velio he would proceed to 
worry it. No I Well, then, if the Senor could oblige him with a comb and a curl- 
paper he would be happy to oblige with "Her Golden Hair was Hanging Down Her 
Hack." The comb was produced. When the final notes of the plaintive air had died 
away he turned and found himself alone. The two great artistes were refreshing in 



the adjoining r 



Waa A. SL.OPKU slow to follow ? Not much. 



ELECTION AGITATION AT THE BROWSIDE. 




(3) And continued,' 



1.H squeeze the life oot o* ye, ya hypocritical, bottle-nosed radical badger I' 
A'M.—The Election business U upseuimj them very mueh en the ISrovsidc; 
there are already fifteen disabled.— Hd. "A. S. H.-H." 



Saturday, July 20, 1895.] 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 



Here I i 



I am again, ladies and gentlemen, still alive and kicking. The heat has no detrimental plight:— A gallant fight fur splendid prize, A prize which no one can despise :—At Wimbledon our 

effect upon me. I revel in it, in fact. Heaps of people are asking me whether it isn't time 1 took tennis cracks Show that of skill they are. not lax : — .4 grand review. Without a doubt. Our firemen 

a holiday. Certainly not. Holidays are altogether out of my line. On we go :— A well-J ought know what they're about .— This show Put sure was of the best, Quite worthy of the noble guest. — 

inaTch, we must 4 dm it, The laurel goes to those most ft : — The gallant English took the cake, And As Bisley and 'the General Election are thf 1 inn./]] ml topics of the day, I have included them both. 

make all other countries quake :— Two 'atly cyclists without fight, Find themselves in awkward in my centre illustration. THE SLOPE It I AN SHOWMAN. 




HAPPY THOUGHT. 

Charlii: I say, I thought Mrs. Larkspur was a widow. Why, she had got pink roses in her bonnet How to dispose of our house-pets when we go to the sea ; get 
"But what makes yon think sheeamn into money?" "Well, dear, they this afternoon. Professor Muchworroi it (of the Fishless Aquarium) to put them 

used to call her fast. -Voir they say she's delightfully unconventional." Dolty. She is a widow, only *he has pulled up the iteeds and planted flowers instead. all into a trance for sis weeks. 
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ALLY-CAM PANE. 

The visit of the Italian Fleet and the characteristic hospitality 
and courtesy which has been everywhere extended lo them in this 

country, should 
do much to 
strengthen t h « 
pood feeling 
which already 
exists between 
England and 
Italy. After the 
very scant grati- 
tude shown by 
the haughty and 
nonchalant Shah- 
jsada for the very 
princely manner 
in which he has 
been entertained, 
it is quite re- 
freshing to find 
how warmly ap- 
preciated are our 
efforts to render 
l he stay of the 
Dalian sailors a 
pleasant one. and 
their polished 
expr 8 sions of 
t h auks contrast 

pleasingly with the distant self-important swagger of the cocky 
young Afghan, Long live England 1 Viva Italia I 

With feelings of deep sorrow we record the death of one whose 
name has frequently appeared in these pages— our dear old friend, 
l'aai Meritt, As a dramatist he did a lot of good work, and as a 
man he always kept to the straight path. With the frame and 
figure of a giant, was coupled the heart of a liny child — a heart that 
would invariably cause tears to flow when he heard even of the 
most trifling troubl' of others. He felt for his fellow-man, and 
t ried to do his best by tlicm, and ever held that. Self and Keif alone 
could lead to no true happiness. To use his own expression, Paul 
Meritt was "a white man." The writer of these few lines lie 
always addressed as his " nephew," although no real relationship 
existed. The "nephew," for a time, parts with '• Uncle Paul," but 
while, he lives he will always cherish the happy remembrance of 
the truly sympathetic nature and genuine allection of his old friend. 




The worst of living in this scientific age is that someboily 
?ver ending hitherto unknown danger in our most ch 
njoyments. If the march 
if discovery [roes on at 
lie same stead v rate, we 
-hall soon !m ve'absolutclv 
nothing palatable in the 
way of food or drink left 
o us, death will have been 
found in them all. A tier- 
rum doctor of sonic cmi- 
■ , just_ 



is for 
shed 



xhatisliv 




tiie result that 
i.ow leads him to« declare 
that ices, particularly when 
absorbed into a heated 
system, are nothing less 
than poison. This is cer- 
tainly bad news for the faii- 
srx. who mav, however, 
omfort themselves with 
the reflection that perhaps 

rior quality to English. 

OWING to his seaside 
engagement^ A. Slopbk 
was reluctantly compelled 
to abandon his original 
intention of laying the 
foundation stone of the 
Hume of Rest for Indigent 
Cats' Meat-men, but the 

committee has received with gratitude the Eminent a I.O.U. 
for a very handsome subscription to that deserving institution. 
That committee evidently doesn't know much about the value of 
the Ancient's paper. 

« A. SLOPED, by kind invitation of his old friend. Edward 
Freeman, was present at an Exhibition of Oil Paintings of Orchids, 
held last week in the Gainsborough Gallery, Old Bond Street. The 
Eminent was highly 'delighted with the' exhibition and begs to 
congratulate Air. Freeman on the success of his enterprise. 



JOSEPH of the coat of .many colours — otherwise Chamberlain, 
'if I'.rummagem fame — is indeed playing a grand innings for his 
party, 1IU century, which in this instance means a peerage, is 
attainable at any moment. At present, though, Joe intends play- 
ing a waiting game. * * 

MtiP. SLOPBB thinks that the vacant Order of the Thistle should 
have been bestowed on A. Si.GrEit in preference to,Lord Rosebery. 
Y. ven body, she asserts, knows what a great donkey her husband is. 

It is always pleasant for the playgoer to renew his acquaintance 
i old favourites, and the revival of The Idler was cordially 

welcomed by 
m any who 
had pleasing 
recollections 
of this early 
St. James's 
success. M r. 
H a d d o n 
Chambers has 
certainly writ- 
ten nothing 
to approac h 
this clever 
play since. 
Mr, G cor ire 
A 1 e x a n d e r 
has done few 
finer things 
n his 



crowded 

testi- 
fied to public 
opinion on the 
subject. The 

appearance of Mr. Herbert Waring, Air. John Mason, Lady Monck- 
ton, and, of course, Mr. Alexander in their original parts, lent 
additional interest to the revival, and brought the St. James's 
season to a close in a brilliant and satisfactory manner. 




Not satisfied with presenting a programme which includes the 
names of most of the lion comiques of the day, Edward Swanbo- 
rough, of London Pavilion fame, 
is introducing a number of wrest- 
lers which will compare favour- 
ably with that body of athletes 
the claims of which the Alhambra 
management arc so continually 
advocating. A match between 
the two teams would prove both 
a novelty and an attraction. 




The Moss-Grown Edifice has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the " Award of Merit " upon lion 
ltlMMELL, because he it a smart 
humorist. '• Feyther," bleated 
the Cerulean-Eyed liaa-Lamb, 
" there's one thing I can't elp but 
admire in yer disposition, and 
that is yer readiness to recognise 
the talents of others, although 
vou're sich a reg'Iar mug yerself. 

It shows a kindly nature that ." 

Put at this stage the Ancient 
rightly put a stopper to his off- 
spring's ribaldry, and a few 
moments later the Azure- Orbed 's 
opinion of his father's kindliness 
had undergone a complete altera- 
tion. * , 

In spite of counter attractions 
Charley's Avnt at the Globe 
Theatre still continues to attract the multitude. There seems every 
probability of the famous comedy running on till doomsday. 

At a meeting of the Old Welcome Club the other day, the 
Secretary stated tha' the total number of members so far elected 
was GOfi. It was therefore unanimously resolved that the number 
of members should be strictly limited to 750. This is by far the 
largest list of members of the Welcome, and its success is a fair 
index of the increased popularity of the present Empire of India 
Exhibition. „ * 

The General Election makes no difference whatever in A. 
Sr.OPKU's seaside arrangements. It was quite unnecessary for 
the Member for Shoe Lane to canvass the constituency for which 
he is invariably returned unopposed. Free and enlightened voters 
of our classic thoroughfare, insist on A. Slopeie, and see that vou 
get him. 

After, a severe struggle with overwhelming difficulties, the 
management at Olympia have had to cave in. No one regrets this 
result more than A. 
Slopei;. It means 
not only the closing 
of one of the greatest 
enterprises of modern 
times, but the throw- 
ing out of employ- 
ment of manv thou- 
sand individuals. The 
V, ttiinen fc's s v m- 
path 



Ttai 



Ori 



e t o r s 



ith the 
of the 



A 





A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 

A Calendar fob the Week Endino July 27th, 1896, 



21st July, 1763.— Boswell writes, under this date, "Mr. 
Johnson and I supped in a private room at the Turk's Head Coffee 
House in the Strand. 'I encourage this house.' said he, ' for the 
mistress of it is a good, civil woman, and has not much busine.-s." 
This was No. 142 Strand, afterwards the house of Chapman, the 
publisher. It was the first London home of Mary Ann Evans. 
... ..... Enot .. 



22nd July, 1870.— Charles Sloman, " The English Improvi- 
satore," died tliis day, aged ti2. He used to sing at Evans's Music- 
Hall, the Cyder Cellars, etc., and made impromptu verses ou the 
visitors present. 

23rd July, 1840.— Upon vaccination being established, an 
act was this day passed, making inoculation a punishable offence. 
The Hindoos have given cholera a goddess all to itself— the hideous 
Oola Becbee, seated on a vulture tearing a carcass, surrounded with 
figures in praying attitudes, and accompanied by her lady's maid, 
Seetia or Shetola, the goddess of small-pox, whose followers, 
according to a Punjab blue-book, stoned the vaccinators in the 
streets of Delhi. 

24th July, 1858.— Lord Malmesbury, in his "Autobiog- 
raphy." says under this date: "The Ministerial fish dinner took 
place to-day at Greenwich. Lord Derby, having at the dinner to 
propose ' Sir John Pakington and the Navy,' alluding fo Sir John 
having received the ' wooden spoon ' which is given to the Minister 
in the House of Commons who has been in the fewest divisions, 
he proposed 1 Sir John Pakington and the Wooden Spoons of Old 
England.'" 

25th July, 1819.— Thomas' Moore under this date says : 
"George Dyer, in despair of getting anyone to listen to him 
reading his own poetry, at last, when Dr. Graham came into the 
neighbourhood with his plan of burying people up to the neck in 
the earth, and leaving them for some hours (as a mode of cure for 
some disease), took advantage of his patients and went and read 
to them while they were stuck in the earth." 

26th July, 1866,— Robert Itoxby, a clever actor and stage 
manager, died this day. 

27th July, 1861.— Of King's Cross, Nate» and QueritB of this 
date says : " Up to the accession of George IV. the spot now so 
called was known as Battle Bridge, and was a notorious place, 
inhabited by bad characters. In 1S21 some speculators having 
acquired some freehold land, put up a large number of houses, but- 
owing to the evil reputation of the locality they would not let. 
The result was that a change of name was resolved on, and a Mr. 
Bray, who was the largest freeholder-, suggested King's Cross, which 
was adopted." 



AN ACROSTIC. 

S ick and weary worker, 
L iving but to sigh 1 

ut of health and spirits, 
P raving but to die ! 

E re you sink in anguish, 
B ead, and do not doubt — 
S LOPER'S PILLS for heartburn, 
P imples, bile, or gout, 

1 nllueuza, headache, 
L oss of appetite, 

Li iver, nerves, or spasms, 
S LOPiiit's Pills are right. 



sroRTijro con- 
tempora ry, in achat ty 
little article upon 
railway sharks, says : 
"It is really surpris- 
ing what a quantity 
of jays, ready for 
fleecing, are still to 
be found in nearly 
every railway car- 
riage." Considering 
that six out of every 
ten passengers buy 
our great ha'penny 
comic, however, the 
presence of Larks ! is 
still more remarkable. 

THE rapid development of golf among the fair sex has given rise 
to a now "much needed want," to wit, an appropriate and forcible 
expletive, by which ladies may express their feelings when they 
miss their stroke, masculine swear words being, of course, out of 
the question. The coiner of a good word or two would confer a 
lasting benefit not only upon lady golfers, but feminine humanity 
in general. „ „ 

It has been arranged that the Eminent's new racer, the Toettit 
Belle, shall follow him to the various places visited during the 
seaside tour. The yacht will thus be always in readiness when 
the Ancient feels like a cruise, and will be exceedingly handy for 
travelling purposes, upon the numerous occasions when the Ancient 
finds it won't run to railway fares. 

Dissolution ! Dissolution 1 Try how we mav to evade it, this 
confounded cry seems to greet us at every turning. If we drop 
into our club, the 
sole topic of conver- 
sation is Dissolution. 
Atthe music-hall the 
songs of the princi- 
ple artistes all dwel 1 
on the same topic. 
The sooner the 
General Election is 
over, the better it 
will be for English- 
men generally. 

THR Dn-ectors of 
the Hurst Park Club 
are to be congratulat- 
ed upon the splendid 
programme arranged 
by them at their last 
meeting. Under the 
siqiervision of the 
genial managing- 
director and secre- 
tary, Mr. J.O. Davis, 
ail tilings combined 
to make life enjoy- 
able. A long-felt 
want has at last been 
supplied, Vie,, i\ 
number of garden- 
seats placed about 
the paddock, so that 
visitors are made far more comfortable than hitherto. 

We have been requested by Mr. Iky Moses to indignantly con- 
tradict the statement that he was awarded a mouth's hard for card- 
sharping at Henley. As a matter of fact, it was only seven days. 



THE PROVISO. 

She was one of those dark, luscious, liquid-eyed girls who are all 
deep dramatic soul. She saw but little beauty in a tiling that didn't 
go right to the extreme edge, and, so to speak, hang over a little bit. 
And, naturally, the love with which she loved had. like the love 
with which she expected to be loved, to be of wool-all-through and 
warranted-not-to-shrink order. No half measure suited her; no 
two evenings a week and an escort to church on Sunday met her 
requirements. 

"Edgardo Sisson wager," she demanded, in dramatic jerks of the 
somewhat bashful young fellow who was on his knees before her, 
" is the love which you offer me a love that nought but my heart's 
devotion can quench?" 

"El-— er — vans, that's the sort o' love it is— just that sort," 
stammered Edgardo. 

" And would you go through fire and water for mc ? " 

"Er — er — certainly; that is, of course, if 1 was — er— suitably 

attired in the propah helments and lifebelts and things Oh, 1 

say, you are rough ! " . 

These last five words were uttered when he regained his feet from 
the heap into which, with a scornful, mocking gesture, siie had 
filing him. And thinking it was, after all, rather hard to call upon 
a mere lover to rival the feats of a Captain Shaw or a Paul Boyton 
at a moment's notice, he passed through tiie portiere and out into 
the street. 



STRAYED LAMBS. 

"ALAS!" said she — she, as large-hearted and good natured a 
little lady as ever lucky man hail to share his joys, sorrows and 
attenuated income — "the fields are green, the sun is shining and the 
happy songbirds are going it as hard as their little throats '11 let 
'em, but there is one tiling, William, that makes me terribly 
sad." 

" You're a little bilious, I expect ; try one of good old Sloper'3 
liver lifters, they'll ." 

"No, no, I'm healthy enough, dear, but there's one thing that 
worries me very, very much, it is the large and increasing quantity 
of Lost Child notices which one sees posted outside the police- 
stations. Think of the poor little things who have escaped the 
vigilance of a mother and father wIiowhmW haveanother pot at the 
Jack Straw's Castle, or who strolled selfishly on, leaving the poor 
little tired legs to follow at a weary trot. Of course 1 know they're 
taken the greatest care of until they are claimed, but every day 
must seem a year to the poor mites, every hour a week I Oh, vou 
don't know, William, 1 tried to read the notices on the raiting 
boards of the station last evening, and I couldn't ! " 

"Oddly enough, my dear Alice, / tried the same thing this 
evening, and /couldn'tl" 

"Ah I— your manly, generous heart could not bear the strain " 

"Oh, I don't say it was that. More likely my manly, generous 
nose couldn't stand the smell. The kitchen's just beneath, ye know, 
and it was just about tea-time. 1 should think every blessed 'slop 
in the division had gone in for a bloat*;r for his tea, and— oh, it 
ain't all lavender 1 — some o' those full-grown, hard-rued 'uus they 
do niff a bit when the fire catches 'em " 

lint the harsh angry echo of a banged door called his attention to 
the fact that his sympathetic partner had left him alone to his 
coarse and vulgar reflections, 
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CAUTION TO KISSERS. 

eiition O&Uod "The Kiting Comfit," 
.-dilution, will prevent nil infection.] 

"Ose kiss, one kiss, 

before we pari," 
Exclaimed the lover, 

hitherto ; 
And she agreed with 
gladsome heart, 
And gave liim one, or, 
perhaps, a few. 
Then down upon her 
lips he'd swoop. 
And with each kiss 
they'd echoes 
wake ; 
But now, lest they 
should germleis 

BCOOp, 

Strong "Kissing 
Oomnts"each will 
take! 

" One kiss I " they 

cry, 

" Yes, by-and-by ! 
Wait, dearest, for 
thino own sweet 

sake. 

One moment wait, 
To osculate, 
A 'Kissing Comfit' 
let's each take ! " 
Does this portcn,d that lovers will 

Go in for a non-kissing state ; 
Ah ! no, we fancy they will still 
Take every means to osculate t 
Yes, germs or no germs, they wilt kiss— 

Defiant still of stern old Fate ; 
No chance they'll, when canoodling, miss— 
They won't for " Kissing Comfits" wait! 





THAT PRETTY WIDOW. 

We were all desperately in love with her ; all of us. 

Younger women there might perhaps have been among the score 
or so of visitors who gathered around the boarding-house mahogany 
at grub times with such unfailing regularity, but not one who for 
grace, style, beauty, wit, elegance and general charm, could come 
within miles of the fascinating widow. 

That, a,t any rate, was the almost unanimous opinion of the male 
members of the party. The ladies, as was perhaps natural, were — 
well less enthusiastic, for pretty Mrs. Dashaway brooked no rival, 
and successfully concentrated upon herself the entire masculine 
admiration in the establishment. 

It was a sight to see her bathe Every unattached Johnnie in the 
place, looked forward to the spectacle as tltc most delightful portion 
of the morning. 

For the pretty widow did 
the, thing in style. Every 
line morning site made her 
way down to the machines, 
accompanied by her maid, 
bearing the snappy work- 
manlike little, bathing cos- 
tume which became her so 
well. A brief interval in 
the, machine, and then — 
splash— and the watchers 
on the cliffs saw the van- 
ishingform of their divinity ■ 
rise to the surface from her 
dive, shake the water from — C. , 
her golden tressesand strike ~z r 
out seawards in confident 
aud finished style. For the 
pretty widow could swim 
like a fish, and she was 
by no means averse to our knowing it. In the first place it made 
the other women horribly jealous, and in the second effectually 
silenced all the nasty things they were at first so ready to say 
about her hair, her figure and her complexion. No one who saw 
her in the water, no one who saw her when she emerged, could doubt 
for a moment the bonajidvx of her charms. It was a signal victory 
over uncharitable suspicion, and Mrs. Dashaway scored it daily. 

But one morning— one fatal morning— every heart iu the admiring 
group stood still with horror, every face blanched with fear, for 
the fair and gallant swimmer was in trouble. Cramp — insidious 
ton — had suddenly seized upon her white limbs, and there, beyond 
ail help, she was drowning before our eyes. Beyond all help, did 
we say.' Stay I who is this sturdy sculler who pulls so bravely 
towards her ? Give way, gallant boatman, and a king's ransom is 
thiue. Hurrah ! he has reached her, has dragged the half insensible 
form into the boat, and is pulling like mad for the shore. 

With one accord we dashed down the cliff and reached the beach 
just as the gallant rescuer ran his boat upon the shingle. 

For a moment we gazed, stupefied, at the insensible burden. 
Then we saw the fraud that had been so long practised upon us. 

For it was not the pretty widow who lay there half drowned. Oh, 
deceitful and ever-fickle woman I It was the pretty widow's maid 1 

BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No 15.— The Hoyal Oak Girl. 

That bold ; bad man, 
Nazrullah Khan. 
Some weeks ago de- 
clared 
That precious little for 
Britann- 
la's female-folk he 
cared, 
Since in our English 

ladies ho 
Couiil ne'er a trace of 
beauty sec. 

Within the Afghan 
laud it seems 
That maidens plump 
and young 
Alone inspire the poet's 
themes, 
And move the min- 
strel's tongue : 
That only such can love- 
thoughts bring 
To heart of peasant, 
prince, or king ! 



Disdain and candour bold, 
Young English girls are all so lean, 

And plump ones all so old, 
That scarce an English girl exists 
Who's fit to rank in Lleauty's lists I 
But if I he Khun— that bold, bad man — 

Would seek the Koyal Oak, 
And there my Queen of Kosebuds scan, 

His statement he'd revoke, 
And swear HER beauty far excels 
Tne charms of all the Afghan belles 1 




THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 

No. 2 The Pines, Charlton Kingf, 

Near Cheltenham, Gloucestershire. 
July 4th, 1S05. 

Dear Sloper.— As a constant reader, 1 should Iiko to know 
where your respected spouse gets her bicycle saddle made. I have 
a reverend cousin built on much the same plan, who at present 
wishes to cycle, but his proportions preclude his enjoying the 
pastime ; also information as to the strength of machine would be 
received with thanks, Youtb devotedly, A Reader. 

%* We regret that we are unable to approach Sirs. Sloper upon 
the subject. The old lady is very touchy about her weight. 

-Ed."A.S. II.-H." 



SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 

No. iO, — Nelson Nicodeuub Sloper. 
Born, 1770. Yardarmed, 1810. 

Goodness only knows the exact relationship borne by Nelson 
Nicodemus to the late head of the house, and tne motives which 
induced him to come forward and claim to be the next of kin must 
ever remain a mystery. There was absolutely no oof hanging to it, 
and not a single vestige of honour, whilst the infamous career of 
the notorious Titus Tarpaulin had invested the ancient name with 
a savour that was anything but relished by the public. It has been 
su^gi'sted that the possibility of being regarded as head of the 
house caused one or two of the more respectable members of the 
family, who possessed reasonable title to that position, to bribe 
Nelson Nicodemus to come forward as he did, and so relieve them 
from the humiliation of doing so themselves. Certain it is that 
Nelson Nicodemus would never have had a look in if the affair had 
been arranged in a strictly legal manner, but as the thing stood the 
rest of the family were only too glad to get out of what had 
promised to be a perplexing difficulty, and the general public 
didn't care two brass buttons. 

A very casual examination of the papers bearing upon the case 
makes it perfectly obvious that, beyond his assumption of what was 
once a proud and" honoured position, Nelson Nicodemus has very 
little claim upon the attention of careful followers of this eventful 
history. A man of low cunning, mean, grasping and avaricious, he 
could he swayed for good or evil by the influence of half-a-dollar. 
and would gladly have cut the throat of his greatest benefactor if 
lie could have got anything over a thick 'tin out of tho job. The 
Slopers, oven when they were scoundrels— which was the case 
about nine times out of ten — had hitherto been gentlemanly vil- 
lains; but Nelson Nicodemus was littlo better than a low ruffian : 
boorish, illiterate and uncouth, and with perhaps the finest command 
of bad language of which we have any authentic record. 

He was generally supposed to bo something in tho sea-faring 
way, and though nobody know exactly what, ho had managed to 
amass a very snug little sum by tho pursuit of his vocation. As a 
matter of fact, Nelson Nicodemus was nothing more or less than a 
slave dealer trafficking iu thousands of dusky victims monthly, and 
treating them all with that vile cruelty and brute ferocity for which 
he was so thoroughly and widely detested. 

But retribution overtook him at last. An English cutter fell in 
with his dhow, and Nelson Nicodemus offering armed resistance, 
he was at length overpowered and hung at the yard arm amidst the 
plaudits of his dusky cargo. 

(To be continued next ivceJi.) 



SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 4.— The Prayer o£ the Bathing-Machine Proprietor. 
(And, to the honour of Jf.it.P.'s in general be it mid, he is the 
only one living who would breathe so dreadful a sujijtlication.) 
There is a man who passes here 
Three summer months of every year, 
But never yet in my machine, 
To take a sixpenny plunge, has been. 
A gratis dip at six each morn 

He gets far up the beach, 'tis said. 
When next he on thy waves is borne, 
O Neptune, drown him dead 1 

There is a man who oft to me 
Has given the usual sixpenny fee ; 
But; when his tanner last he paid, 
He in the ocean, revelling, stayed 
Not one half-hour, but long hours three ; 

And, when 1 grumbled, punched my head 1 
When next the scoundrel seeks the sea, 
Pray, Neptune, drown him dead ! 

There is a man from Shoreditch way 
Comes here by trip-train many a day : 
But in the waves no wash he craves — 
Himself but once a year he laves ! 
Yet out in boats ho loves to ride, 

And when — to earn the boatman bread — 
lie next doth o'er thy waters glide. 
Good Neptune, drown him dead I 



TO A CORRESPONDENT. 
Irritable Isabel (Starch Green). No, dear Isabel, no; 
much as A. Slopeii would delight to be ablo totell you "the name 
of the South American insect so popular as a flea-destroyer," ho 
cannot do so. Fact is. he don't know it himself. To his shame, lie 
eonfesses that ho has but very few South American insects nursing 
a lifelong antagonism to the everyday, commonplace tiea, upon his 
visiting lists. He doesn't take kindly to fleas, though lleas take — 
but, as Kudyanl Kipling says, that is another story. Nor to fleas 
that get a living by systematically murdering their brother fleas. 
Among themselves they should cherish the old adage, " Live and 
let live": there's quite enough outside prejudice against them 
without going in for internecine warfare. It's mean. Perhaps this 
is why, up to the present, A. Slopkr hus not heard of the popu- 
larity which you say they enjoy. Times have changed indeed, 
Jsabcl, when we hear of the merry untiring midnight Ilea being 
" popular ! " 

As you say you are a "Regular Reader,'' and "like the paper very 
much"." A. Sloper wishes he could do you a good turn. He will 
try all he knows, therefore, to obtain yon not only the name, but 
the latest address of the insect enquired after; meanwhile, he 
thinks you will have to go on using a dampened forefinger, and it 
would be advisable to insist upon your pet Skye terrier sleeping in 
the washhousc instead of along the foot of your couch. 

Olive Oil ! 



HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

f K)Notting '111 : Making an unlucky marriage. 
. Where the Shoe Pinches : " About the feet ! ' 
P.EHiND-hand : The wrist. 

Can a "slavey" who enters her name at a Servant's Registry 
Office be called a Registrar-" General "? 

" The Shorn Lamb " : The gifted " Elia" after getting a shave. 

A "Signal" Failure: The semaphore which won't obey the 
action of the lever. 

Doubly In-" valuable" : LettersAand L, 

The only Erse language spoken on the Stock Exchange: 
Comm-erse. 

Well may ChicaGO be a wealthy city. It's always had a cer- 
tain amount of " go " in it. 

However much your modern females pride themselves on being 
'■ Advanced Women," they won't somehow own up to being 
advanced — in years 1 




]i!l> L'Lifl:. 



said Nelly Shence, raider waggishly, 
r,,,. gaij Enninie, severely. 



A FATEFUL BUNKER. 

(A Story of the Golf Course.) 

CHAPTER VI. 
Two minutes after John S. Stuhbs received the blow on the faoQ 
from tho flying golf ball, Erminie Tcrapleton and Nellie Spenco 
reached the side of the 
bunker. Erminie was 
declaring that her ball 
must have cleared the 
bunker, while Nellie 
Spenco insisted that it 
hadn't. A glance into 
the bunker revealed not 
the ball, but John S. 
Stubbs lying on his back 
limp. 

Then the girls sprang 
down to see what was 
the matter. 

" Oh, dear," said Er- 
minie, "my ball must 
have struck him. He 
looks as if he were dead," 
she continued, in an 
awed whisper. 

" Not a bit of him," 
said Nellie Spence ; " but 
he lias got an ugly blow. 
Lift, his head a bit." 

Erminie lifted the 
head of John S. Stubbs 
on her knee, and with 
her handkerchief wiped 
the trickle of blood 
away from his face. 
''Oh, what can we do — 
what can wo do when 
a man faints;" she 
asked. 

" Unfasten his stays?" 

"It is not a subject for fun, Nelly,' 
" The man is severely hurt." 

"Hurt! — fudge I You never hail any brothers, or you would 
know that they are never happy but when they have a black eye. 
He'll be all right in a minute, ' 

" Couldn't you get water— or— or burnt feathers ? Burnt feathers, 
that's the very thing. Here, give me the feather frnm your hat." 

" I don't smoke— I dou't carry matches," sa.id Nelly Spence : "so 
burnt feathers would be as easilv got us would buttered toast," 

"Water " 

"Water? We are a quarter of a mile aw;:y from tho nearest 
ditch. He'll be all right in a minute, if you'd but keep your mind 
easy. He doesn't look as iE he was made of ulass. and it is probably 
not the first black eye iic has had," said Nelly Spence, as she 

shrugged her 
shoulders. 

"Oh, I'll never 
drive a hall 
again," said Er- 
minie. 

•■ Stuff I" s-iid 
Nellie. "There, 
he's coming 
round,"sheadd-d, 
as John S. Stubbs 
opened one eye, 
t he other having 
closed for tempo- 
rary repairs. 

"Oh ! " said 
John S. Stubbs 
once more, after 
a minute's upside- 
down view of Er- 
minie, who still 
held his head in 
her lap. And then 
he sat up hur- 
riedly. 

"Why, what's 
the matter? " said 
John, in a half- 
da zed way. 

"Oh, 1 am so 
sorry. I did not 
see you. I was 
driving over the 
bunker, and my ball must have struck you," said Erminie. 
" Ah, that is it," said John, "and 1 fainted." 
" You were stunned," said Nelly Spence. 

" Thank von, Miss Spence ; that is more comforting to my pride, 
eertaiulv. I did not thiuk I was such a girl as to be kuocked down 
by a golf ball." 

"Girl!" said Nelly Spence, "girl— oh, of course, a weak girl— 
they must faint," added Nellv, who had " views " on athletic train- 
ing. " You have a good ' 

"Cheek," said John S. Stubbs, as he put his hand to his face. "Yes, 
I think 1 have improved in Hint possession since I came out." 

"You certainly have a good deal more of it now," said Nelly, 
saucily. " I would advise you to try cold water to stop the swell- 
ing." 

■' Are vou able to walk, Mr. Stubbs I " said Krmmie. anxiously. 

"Walk? — walk? 
Rather! Why, I 
could dance the 
Highland Fling, for 
that matter, but for 
an ignorance of 
what the Highland 
Fling is precisely," 
said John S. Stubbs. 

M I am so sorry for 
the accident," said 
Erminie. 

" Don't say an- 
other word, or you 
will make vie sorry 
that it occurred, 1 
sail! John S. Stubbs. 

"Let us get out 
of this hole," said 
Nellv Spence. 

John S. Stubbs 
smiled a diabolic 
smile as he lifted 
his hat to the girls 
and strode oil' to 
the ditch where he 
hoped to be able to 
soak his handker- 
chief in water for 
application to his 
eye. The diabolic 
nature of the smile 
was not due to his 
evil nature, but to 
the fact that one side of his face looked as if he had been in 
a prize fight. He was happy, for Erminie Templcton had luoki-d 
kindly on, his wounds. 

('To be continued next week.) 




"What's the matter?" said John, 




A diabolic suale. 
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THE "F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
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NO. 38G.— Mlt. ROBERT GANTIIOKY, F.O.S. 

i the most decided tonus that we bug to direct 



attention to the portrait of the talented Rontleman i 
features this work- adorn our Gallery. For if ever a man deserve! 
the distinction we are so lianny to confer upon him, that mail is 
undoubtedly Robert, as those who are privileged to know him, 
or have bari the pood fortune to lie present when: ho has given 
au exhibition of his talents, will rc;uiily admit, for Robert is a 
prince of entertainers. It was no question of strusgling into 
fame with him, like less gifted mortals. With one bound he 
reached the topmost run;; upon the diiny ladder, and has stuck 
there ever since. He it was who accompanied Mr. Gladstone 
and the liistiuiiuisheil party in their recent cruise aboard the 
Tmitailoii Caslh; an. I kept tin- hull of merriment rolling merrily ; 
and many and hearty arc the cood wishes for his success that 
will accompany him on his forthcoming tour in South Africa. 
Chiefly because lie's an eminent cntoitaiuer, he was created 
F.O.S., and the 'Slopcr Award of Merit' presented to liiur 
September ltith, lS\Sl."—Dvbrett Improved. 




ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- HOLIDAY. 

A GOOD REASON. 



r Saturday, July 20, 






"Say, Jim, what would you do if vou had 60,000 
shillings to go out on the bust withy" '•Duuuo; think 
I should begin by saying Grace." 




Keep calm, oM chappie, keep calm ; his hark is far 
BO than his bitr." "Thanks, awf'lly ; then I guCSS 

I'll put up with the bile to go uu with," 




(U "What say, Mister Artist ? Want a lump of rock 
to stick up in your studio to paint from in a pictcr V 
Leave it to me ; I'll get a Dice piece of Bath stone, 
wot'll do ever so much better. 



[2) "'Ere it is, and I've took the corners c 
and made it Inol, ship-shape, so you don't get t 
lumps, about it. 



(3) "What say, Mister? -ain't like a lump nfr 
Ah 1 that depends upon what kind of rock you i 




(4) " Besides, when I've run my spirit-level over it 
and got it square it'll look natural-like. You leave it 
all to me, I'm a knowing one, I am. 

CONSOLATION. 



A CHILD OF NATURE. 



(6) "Did I say leave it all to me ? Yarse, of coursi 
did I But why the cussed blank didn't you tell i 
your jistes weren't aound fust ? " 

GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 



CROWDED OUT. 

tfasenstein. Goot-pye, Brassenheitn, ma tear fren, I vos cbust 
off to Margate for ma hollitay. 

Brassenheim. Deu yon better leave dot nose bthiut, 
vill not find 




HYMNS AND HERS— ANCIENT AND MODERN. 



Mrs, Murphy. Oh, my poor Patrick ! why did he die 
Mrs. O'ltotil'aait. But it's all for the best, my darliut 
ycr dear husband has some peace at last. 



Sort. I was bom a poet, not a pork-butcher. Nature 
adc me what I am. I can't help it. 
Father. Well, I'm glad you don't blame me. 



This was one of fiilly's seaside ma. bos, anil he 
got on capitally with her, until her fiakd came 
down from London, and then, as the song says, the 
Honourable wad "Off, right off." 
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